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PREFACE 

This little story was written to help. 

Goodness only knows how many newly mar- 
ried couples get off to a bad start and have a per- 
fectly miserable time, just because they think 
they have to make an impression on the neighr 
bors. The fact is, that no matter what you may 
imagine your neighbor thinks about you, you are 
sure of his respect if you have money in the 
bank. A man may be all puffed up by the posses- 
sion of an automobile (for which he has gone 
into debt), while people are actually sneering at 
him f (M- not paying the grocer. 

The one fundamental basis of family prosper- 
ity and community respect is the practise of sav- 
ing money ; and con'^dng young folks that this 
is true is extremely difficult. The growth of any 
large amount from the accumulation of small 
sums seems to the average young man intolerably 
dow. It is not slow-rit is amazingly and grntif j«- 
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ingly rapid/ And the most heart-warming sensa- 
tion in life is the satisfaction of watching this 
growth, provided only your satisfaction is shared 
by your wife. 

I believe it absolutely true that if her husband 
gives her a fair chance, any wife can and will 
save money. The young married woman who is 
earnestly engaged in the fascinating job of help- 
ing her husband get ahead is the best friend of 
the savings-bank; and the savings-bank is the 
best friend of the young wife. 

In this story, Sam and Lucy never got any- 
where until they understood this. They began to 
climb out of the hole the moment they learned 
that if they set aside a dollar of savings every 
time they paid off a dollar of debt they were 
making double progress. They found the only 
answer to the question thousands of men are ask- 
ing every day: *'How the dickens can I save 
money when I owe every one?" 

Any yoimg couple can get out of the hole and 
lay the foundation of solid prosperity by display* 
ing a litde backbone and forming that small- 
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weeUy-savings habit. Every little sacrifice to this 
end is more than repaid in cash; and watching 
the small savings grow as you add each weekly 
amount and see the bank tack on that ever- 
increasing item of interest becomes one of the 
chief satisfactions of that best of all partner- 

ihips, Husband & Wife. 

ILF.D. 
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Bostwick's Budget 



This is the story of the unfortunate Mr. 
Bostwick, who owed four thousand, four 
hundred and sixteen dollars and sixty-nine 
cents, and tells how John W. James, attorney 
at law, consented to prefix to his name the 
sjrmbol Dr. to help a friend be rid of it as a 
suffix. 

As appended to Mr. Bostwick's name it 
looked like this: 

Mr. Samuel T. Bostwick, Dr. to Silas 
Brown & Co. Acct. as per bill ren- 
dered 1121.84 

And Mr. Silas Brown "would very much 
appreciate an immediate settlement, failing 
to receive which we shall feel obliged to take 
necessary steps for collection, and beg to 
T^main— ^— '' 

13 
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14 BOSTWICK'S BUDGET 

'*Well/* said Sam hopelessly, "they can 
remain and go hang! Blamed if I can 
help it r 

'"But, Sam, dear, we ou£rht to send them 
something:. Couldn't we let them have fifty 
doUars?'' 

'*Now, Lucy, how can I? We've simply 
got to pay the club this week, because if we 
don't I'll be posted. Then how would you 
feel? Couldn't go near the clubhouse, and 
all your friends talking. It would be fierce/' 

"How much do we owe the club?" 

"Forty-four-twenty. That leaves us fifteen 
dollars and eighty cents to get through the 
week with, and I've got to have a new com- 
mutation. That'll take seven-ninety, just 
half. Thank goodness our ghost walks every 
week instead of once a fortnight." 

"I don't see how we're going to manage, 
Sammy. The duke's absolutely got to have 
some rompers and another pair of play shoes. 
You've no idea how that child goes through 
his things." 

"Now, Lucy, I wish you could get along for 
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one week without bujring something for that 
kid. If you would only wait until ** 

"'W-e-ell. But he looks like a ragamuffin, 
poor lamb. Fm so ashamed — and you know 
the Randalls may drop in almost any day.'* 

The Randalls were Lucy's bete noire. 

They were prone to roll up in a luxurious 
car at the most inopportune times — ^for in- 
stance, when Lucy had just washed her hair. 
Marcia Randall would soothe her hostess' 
embarrassment with: 

**Why, my dear! You mustn't mind me! 
Aren't you perfectly wonderful to be able to 
shampoo it yourself? Mercy! Celeste has 
such a time with mine. She's threatened to 
leave me again and again, it's so difficult. 
But you know how it is with servants who 
have been with one for years. I'm sure I 
should be devastated without Celeste." 

After an hour of that brand of conversa^ 
tion Lucy would bid her guests a sugary 
good-by and then seek the back part of her 
small suburban home, mad enough to bite 
sections out of the woodwork. At dinner, 
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16 BOSTWICK'S BUDGET 

served by a ponderous Finn with a finesse 
acquired apparently somewhere north of the 
Arctic Circle, Lucy would retail the story to 
her husband. 

"And I tried to serve tea. Fanna gave us 
confectioner's sugar and wore a pink wrapper 
with bedroom slippers. Marcia Randall said 
— ^now, Sam/ just listen — she said: 

"*0h, Lucy, what do you think? Tm 
going to lose Sarah, my waitress. I'm heart- 
broken. She's simply perfect, you know, 
and I've had her over three years. She's to 
marry the Vanderbergs' butler.' " 

"How you must have felt for her. Luce ! I 
bet you burst into tears." 

"I could have choked her." 

"Why didn't you let her have Fanna? That 
would have been revenge enough." 

"Oh, I know Fanna isn't perfect, but she's 
lovely to the duke and he adores her." 

"Glad she's got something to commend her 
besides weight and appetite. I suppose she's 
better than no maid at all." 

"My, yes, only I wish you could see how 
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our milk and cream disappear. And meat? 
You and I scarcely made an impression on the 
roast last night, but there wasn't enough to 
slice up for luncheon to-day." 

Following his discussion of the imperative 
club bill Sam sat down and made a lot of 
figures, growing bluer and bluer as the even- 
ing advanced. 

"Luce/' he said, "this is the worst hole 
we've ever been in. We owe four thousand, 
three hundred seventy-four dollars and nine- 
teen cents.** 

"Oh, Sam, you must be mistaken!" 

"Well, then, you take these bills and state- 
ments and add 'em up yourself." 

"Isn't it dreadful? Makes me wish we 
were more like the Bakers — ^they're so 
thrifty." 

"Tightwads! They make me tired. Besides, 
they can scrimp because their social demands 
aren't like ours. Baker's father was a truck 
driver or something. Their standards are 
diflferent." 

"Their standards seem to include a car." 
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18 BOSTWICK'S BUDGET 

'Tes, if you call a Gimme a car. Then, too, 
Baker's a handy bird. He likes to putter 
round the house. He's always making: things 
and he's mechanical. He can do his own 
tinkering and hold his upkeep down." 

''He made a beautiful gocart for their 
baby. Mrs. Baker was awfully proud." 

"Don't blame her. I'd be proud if I could 
do the same, but that isn't my bent. Heard 
Baker up at five this morning cutting his 
lawn. Confounded nuisance, waking the 
neighbors. And it would kill me to pile out 
that early." 

"Probably do you good — especially if you 
went to bed in some sort of season. By the 
way, it doesn't look as if we could pay Fanna 
anything this week. We'll be five weeks 
behind this coming Saturday." 

"Lord! Forty-two and a half I hadn't 
thought of. That makes the grand total 
forty-four-sixteen-sixty-nine. Luce, it's ter- 
rible!" 

I "Terrible," agreed Lucy. "And no new 
rompers for the duke. Next week you'll 
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simply have to pay Fanna or shell leave ; and 
the next week it'll be something else/' 

"Oh, go to Parker & Parker's. Have the 
fituflf charged. We don't owe them much/' 

'Their prices are frightful." 

"Well, what are you going to do? You 
said yourself the poor child looked like a 
ragamuffin." 

"It seems such a shame to pay more just 
because we haven't ready money. I could 
shop so economically with even a little cash — 
say forty or fifty dollars. Last week it was 
Calder, the tailor." 

"But he'd have sued me. As it is, he's 
ready to make me another suit, though I still 
owe him sixty-some dollars." 

"And the coal the week before. Sam, what 
made you give Blackman fifty dollars on 
account? The coal was in!" 

"Yes, but Blackman would have had it out 
again if it took djmamite. You don't know 
him. And I'm paying a dollar a ton more than 
it would have cost last April. Gee I Don't 
you get it in the neck when you're poor?" 
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20 BOSTWICK'S BUDGET 

That makes me think/' said Lucy. ^'An- 
gdo was here this afternoon to ask when you 
intend to pay him for the furnace and ashes 
last winter and the lawn this summer. He's 
only had ten dollars in six months/' 

The unlucky Mr. Bostwick buried his head 
in his hands and groaned. 

'^Gee!" he repeated. It was all he could 
think of. 
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John W. James was a very competent 
lawyer, who had acquired a great deal of 
money through conscientious application to 
his practise, and a barrel or two more 
through a sagacious choice of parents. Small 
and alert, he was a man noted for his energy, 
the size of his fees and certain original 
habits of thought which led some of his ac- 
quaintances to call him eccentric 

About forty, a bachelor and rich, he had 
lately awakened to the realization that many 
things are more amusing than making 
money, especially money one does not need. 
He was of moderate — ^not to say frugal — 
habits, belonged to but one club and had 
never met a chorus girl. He had no clear 
ideas on the subject of entertainment seek- 
ing, so naturally he looked for mental 
stimulation along the borders of his accus- 
tomed paths. By avoiding the routine type 
of cases he began to escape the tedium of 
legal procedure, the pompous technicalities 
21 
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22 BOSTWICK'S BUDGET 

of his profession, the meticulous splitting of 
hairs. The affairs of his established clientele 
he committed to a corps of assistants, over 
whom he exercised a sufficiently critical 
supervision; kept away from the courts; 
played £rolf ; took his ease; and accepted the 
occasional case which presented points of 
interest calling for the functioning of his 
imaginative faculties- — ^the bizarre, the dra- 
matic or the poignant. 

He had in truth come to the place where 
the law for its own sake bored him insuffer- 
ably, wherefore he turned down far more 
business than he accepted. 

''A client's like a book/' he explained. 
"He's either interesting or stupid — ^usually 
the latter. He's always being cheated or 
afraid some one is going to cheat him. I 
refuse at any price to let 'em weary me with 
their troubles." 

"Well, John," queried a^lub mate, **what's 
your idea of a good time ? Why don't you go 
shooting fee-rocious tigers or exploring lost 
rivers?" 
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*Tou don't understand. I'm not going to 
give up practising law. I'm only hoping to 
find adventure in my own profession — ^heart 
throbs, human interest." 

"Or romance?" 

"Blaa!" remarked John, and walked away^ 

As proof of the inconsistencies of men and 
lawyers, consider now the case of Samuel T. 
Bostwick, near-bankrupt, whose woes could 
—one would suppose— hardly be more sordid 
or uninteresting. 

If John W. James was looking for heart 
throbs and drama the Bostwick catalogue of 
hard luck promised only the dullest of read- 
ing. And yet 

**Hello, Sam !" said the lawyer when young 
Bostwick dropped in one noon. Sam had to 
do his personal errands during his lunch 
hour. 

'Hello, John! I called for only a minute. 
It's about that hundred. I was planning to 
square it up this month, but things have sort 
of— er— broken badly; that is, I've been in 
rather hard luck. Oh, I know explanations 
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24 BOSTWICK'S BUDGET 

don't pay interest; you ought to have your 
money/' 

'That's all right, Sam— any time at alL 
How are Lucy and the infant?" 

'They^re bully, thank you. I'm awfully 
sorry about the money/' 

"Don't let it worry you, Sam." 

*TBut it does worry me — almost to death. 
It isn't merely that I can't pay you now, but 
I'm in serious trouble and I was wondering 
if I could impose on you for a little— say a 
couple of hundred more just for a few weeks 
until some things I'm expecting to come to a 
head are a little further along." 

Sam blurted forth this pathetic and ex- 
cited plea in a manner calculated to touch a' 
heart of stone. The attorney's eyebrows 
were slightly raised in surprise. He gazed 
thoughtfully at the young man for some sec- 
onds before he spoke. 

He saw a good-looking chap, obviously well 
bred, in the neighborhood of thirty, whose 
clothes fitted him most acceptably. Sam's 
hat tilted at just the subtly correct angle so 
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difficult of imitation by those not to the 
manner bom. The nice balance of tone 
between his tie and the fabric of his coat, the 
recurrent note of color in his silk shirt, the 
smart crispness of the handkerchief peeping 
over the brink of his breast pocket — each of 
these details contributed its essential frac- 
tion to the perfect ensemble. 

"Sam," finally remarked the attorney, 
"how long do you intend to keep on being an 
assr 

Sam winced, endeavored to meet James' 
direct gray gaze, lighted a sheepish cigarette 
with an attempt at bravado, wriggled and 
made answer: 

"Why do you call me an ass, John? God 
knows, I try hard! I have the darnedest 
luck/' 

The lawyer smiled 

*Tes,*' he said, "you have had some of the 
darnedest good luck of any boy I know. 
That's why I called you an ass. What time 
do they close the office where you work?" 

"Five/' 
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'Then I wish you'd come back here at that 
time. I may as well say, Sam, Fm wilUng to 
help you/' 

Sam jumped up and stretched out a large 
and grateful hand 

"By George, John, that's white of you I I 
don't know how to thank ^" 

"No, Sam, I don't think you do. And I 
said willing — ^not will. There's to be a string 
attached to any assistance you get from me. 
So don't get all het up, because you may not 
like my conditions." 

"Don't worry; I'm not fool enough to de- 
cline any reasonable conditions." 

"Mine aren't reasonable; they're most 
extraordinarily unreasonable. One of them 
is that you become a man instead of a spoiled 
brat Now go back to work and don't be too 
optimistic You may not like the medicine 
I'm going to make you swallow." 

Sam marched officeward with the sprightly 
step of a colored man in the wake of a mili- 
tary band. Good old John! Of course he 
wouldn't feel the loan any more than so much 



Digitized by 



Google 



BOSTWICK'S BUDGET 27 

chicken feed. He was simply rolling in 
money, that bird. As for the warning about 
the unpleasant medicine, that was just old 
John's way, bless his heart! Stiff lecture 
about extravagance and running bills. Let 
him rave. It was superfluous anyhow, 
because Sam and Lucy had already made up 
their minds to turn over a new leaf. And 
John James' check would help them surmount 
the immediate crisis. Things would be 
easier after this, with a strictly pay-as-you- 
go policy in force from now on. 

Sam could not have told you how many 
times such resolutions had been made. But 
this was different — oh, yes! John's two 
hundred — ^and why not make it five while the 
getting was good? — John's five hundred 
dollars could be spread out thin among a lot 
of creditors. It would keep them quiet for 
a long time. 

The hopeful Sam even called Lucy on the 
telephone to inform her in a guarded way 
that their troubles were over for the present. 
Wasn't it great of John? Old John was a 
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brick I They'd have to invite him out to the 
house right away. And didn't she think 
she'd like to come in town and have dinner 
and see a show just to celebrate? 

Lucy said it was one of Fauna's nights out 
and she had to stay home with the duke. 
Besides, she didn't have anything fit to wear. 
They'd talk it over when Sam got home- 
after he'd seen James again. 

They did. They talked it over until three 
o'clock in the morning. But the ''it" which 
formed the subject of their discussion was 
not the one thousand dollars which Sam had 
decided to borrow from John W. James that 
night when the office closed Well, not 
within the visual scope of the unassisted 
optic 
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'1 SUPPOSE you've come here prepared to 
naine the amount I'm to write you a check 
for/' said James that afternoon before Sam 
had had time to get comfortably seated and 
light a cigarette. 

There was something so coldly business- 
like in the attorney's gray eye that Bostwick 
hastily revised his figures downward and 
murmured waveringly that five hundred 
dollars would be about right He had never 
realized before what a hard, uncompromising 
face John W. James had. He could have gone 
on at short notice to play the part of the rich 
money-lender about to foreclose the mort- 
gage. He wouldn't even need a make-up. 
In imagination Sam heard the hisses of the 
gallery gods. 

''Stand back, John James I Your deed is a 
forgery I The watermark proves that at the 
time you claim my father signed this instru- 
ment the paper had not even been made. 
John James^ you are foiled P 
29 
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**How much do you owe?'* the mortgagee 
—I should say, the attorney — demanded ab- 
ruptly; as if it was any of his business. 

**0W* replied Sam speciously and with a 
studied shrug which seemed to ask what dif- 
ference a few dollars made one way or the 
other, "I guess it must be about — er — ^well, 
not over — er — don't believe I know to a 
penny. Few hundred dollars, I suppose, 
more or less." 

''First condition of helping you, Sam, is 
that you tell me the absolute truth. No 
dodging. How much ?*' 

Sam fished in a pocket and lugged out a 
note-book, which he leafed through until he 
f Qund a loose slip. This he eyed with osten- 
tatious surprise as if he hadn't really ex- 
pected to find it. 

He sparred for time. 

'Tiemme see. Lenmie have a penciL 
Thanks." 

He ran the point up and down a column of 
figures. j 

''What I should have/' he began, "to settle' 
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some thinsrs that must be paid right 
away *^ 

*Tou're not answering my question. How 
much do you owe?*' 

''Current and overdue bills — close to two 
thousand dollars." 

"Close over, I guess — not under. What 
else besides bills ? Any notes Y* 

Sam's jaw dropped. 

"Er— you see, a couple of years ago my 
Unde Marcus Freedom let me have some 
money. I finally gave him a note for two 
thousand dollars covering several loans.'' 

"Ever paid your uncle any interest?" 

"Oh, not yet! You see. Uncle Marcus 
[wouldn't be hard on me." 

"Why don't you ask him for five hundred 
then? He's a very wealthy man, and your 
own kin." 

"Why, John, I wouldn't think of asking 
him for more after all he's done for me!" 

Sam looked reproachfully virtuous. 

Rudely the lawyer brought him back to 
earth. 
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*Tou know well enough he wouldn't let you 
have another cent. He's through with you — 
probably thinks youVe bunked him — and I 
guess you have. YouVe bunked a lot of 
people and you go merrily along as usual.'' 

'TPhat's not fair, John." 

'TTou've spent your money without count- 
ing the future for a moment. You've had a 
sublime confidence that the ravens or some 
other miraculous agency would pull you out 
of your fix. But if they were slow in calling 
round your Uncle Marcus and your friends 
and a lot of trusting merchants could stand 
the gaff. In other words, you dance, they 
pay the piper. Now, how much do you owe 
—all told?" 

'Tour thousand, four hundred and sixteen 
dollars and sixty-nine cents," blurted Sam. 

'Hell!" said John James. 'Tou are in a 
bad hole." 

Hereupon he delivered himself of opinions 
touching intimately the life and habits of the 
genus damphoolensis. John's vocabulary 
was varied and flexible, but he drew upon its 
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reserves until it creaked under the strain. 
Sam began to wonder how soon the varnish 
would begin to curl up and peel off the furni- 
ture. He shriveled. 

It dawned upon him that the reason he had 
to sit there and submit to this abuse was that 
he was in debt to James. He couldn't open 
his mouth to say a word. He had roped and 
hog-tied himself helplessly. All he could do 
was to await the exhaustion of James' breath 
and vocabulary, which were just now giving 
a magnificent exhibition of teamwork. Sam 
was bitten by the earnest wish to beat the 
head off the attorney, but prudence re- 
strained him. There might be at least a 
nickel lining to the cloud— black as it was — 
so he sat tight The bombardment finally 
ceased and John W. James walked to the win- 
dow, to stand gazing moodily into the street 

'Tour father did me a great favor once,'' , 
he said. 'Thafs the only reason why I give 
a hoot about helping you. I want to keep 
you from making the mistakes that he made. 
He spoiled you, Sam» by being too easy- 
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goinsr* He was lax with you and you formed 
extravagant habits. He was too soft-hearted 
for a first-rate business man, spent all his 
money on his family and died poor. 

'Tour extravagant habits, Sam, are like 
an ailment that can be relieved only by dras- 
tic treatment. Pity they were allowed to 
develop; but the heroic way is the only way 
to get rid of them." 

Sam sighed When would John ever run 
down? Of course, what he said was true, 
but 

"How much pay do you get, Sam?" 

^'Sixtyaweek." 

"And can't live on it? That's absurd!" 

"I didn't say we couldn't live on it if we 
really had it; but the confounded bills come 
and eat it up before I can get it home." 

'Tou bring me your pay envelope this 
week, Sam — ^unopened." 

"But, John, I've got to pay ^" 

"Never mind that I Bring it to me I Also 
bring your wife here at the same time. If 
you win do as I tell you I'll show you how to 
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pull yourself out of the hole you're hi. It's 
gomg to hurt you like the devil, but that's 
your own fault. Any money in your pocket?" 

Sam produced three dollars and forty- 
seven cents. 

"That'll do you until Friday— pay-day. 
Better get along on half. Give the other half 
to Lucy. I dare say she has to use forceps to 
get a dollar away from you. Now go home 
and m think your case over. You're engag- 
ing a high-priced lawyer, young man, so 
you'd better take my advice. Quickest way 
would be bankruptcy, but that's messy. Be- 
sides, it leaves behind a moral responsibility 
which the courts can't cancel. And it wouldn't 
do you any permanent good, because it's too 
easy." 

''But, John, I thought you were going to 
let me have some ^" 

"Money? I know you did. Absolutely 
nothing doing! I've already given you a 
hundred dollars' worth of valuable time. 
Now you go home. Get a little cash book 
and keep an account of every cent you spend, 
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and when you think of buying something ask 
yourself whether you'd want me to see it. 
jThatll make you choose between keeping 
'your money and making a false entry. I still 
believe you're too much of a man to monkey 
with the books. Then come to me Friday 
after five and bring Lucy — and the pay 
envelope/' 

Sam flared up. 

''Now, look here, John! I don't have to 
stand this from you. I didn't ask you to take 
charge of my affairs — ^not by a long shot I" 

"Very well, Sam. Do just as you please. 
I told you this afternoon the medicine would 
be bitter. But if I'm to be your doctor and 
cure you of debt you've got to take what I 
prescribe. There won't be much chocolate 
coating either. If you don't like the treat- 
ment you have your option of keeping the 
disease." 

The little lawyer rose and stood behind his 
big desk. Samuel T. Bostwick squirmed and 
inched toward the door. But with a hand on 
the knob he hesitated, turned and said: 
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^All right, Doctor James, m take your 
pills. I haven^t an idea what tiiejr've got in 
'em, but they can't any more than kill me. 
And I s'pose Lucy's got to ti^e 'em, too." 

James nodded. 

"Now, if you're a better sport than you are 
financier you'll win. That is, you'll win if 
you're game. If you're yellow I want to know 
it. Personally I believe in you; otherwise I 
wouldn't be bothered. Give my love to 
Lucy." 

"Sure," said Sam, taking the lawyer's out- 
stretched hand. "I'll do that little thing, 
though I don't know how she'll take it when 
she finds out what's going on." 
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It was a very resentful Lucy who accom- 
panied her husband on Friday after closing 
time to the office of John W. James, attorney, 
for though she was far from clear in her 
mind what the doctor would prescribe she 
felt sure it would be something disagreeable. 
Sam had his as yet unviolated pay envelope 
in his pocket, and Lucy yearned to it. True, 
she had not been on intimate terms with its 
predecessors, but it now appeared that she 
wasn't to have even a bowing acquaintance 
with this one. 

For several long contentious hours she had 
stubbornly refused to subscribe to her hus- 
band's plan to permit the lawyer to dictate 
his financial affairs. 

"How could you be so weak?" she de- 
manded, 'haven't you any backbone? Ib 
he a h3T)notist? Why, he's a perfectly 
terrible man!" 

And Sam, who was not very well sold on 
the proposition himself, made a rather 
38 
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wabbly advocate. All he could urge in 
defense of his surrender was the reputed 
sagacity of John W. James. He certainly 
could not deny that he was a bully and a 
tyrant. 

''He may be a wonderful lawyer," bewailed 
Lucy, 'l)ut he has no right to mix in our 
affairs and you had no business letting him/' 

"It's time some one took a hand," said Sam 
lugubriously, "We can't be any worse off, 
and John says his treatment cures — ^if the 
patient follows directions." 

"Bother directions! Tm not going near 
hhn!" 

But finally she did. Her acquiescence was 
protesting and ungracious — ^but it served. 

As suggested by his mentor, Sam had di- 
vided his three dollars and forty-seven cents 
with Lucy. This he accomplished by giving 
her one dollar and seventy-three cents and 
matching her for the odd penny— which he 
lost. 

"I don't see how you're going to get along 
until Friday," Lucy had objected. *Tlease 
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take a dollar of mine, honey. Well, I hope 
you don't starve." 

Sam did not starve. He spent a dollar for 
lunch the first day, and thirty-five cents the 
second. His evening papers cost four cents 
and cigarettes twenty-five. These he hus- 
banded carefully, smoking less than a third 
his usual number. The fact that the ghost 
circulated on Friday did not help, owing to 
his having promised James to deliver the 
envelope unopened, so out of his remaining 
nine cents he purchased a five-cent cake of 
chocolate and called it a lunch. At closing 
time he joined his wife at tiie entrance of the 
building. 

'"WhsA'Q the state of the bank roU?'^ he 
asked. 

"Sixteen cents." 

"With my four we have twenty. Let's 
take the bus." Lucy gripped his arm. 

"No! No!" she said in a scared voice. 
'Well walk. How do we know what that ogre 
intends to do? We might be absolutely peiw 
nUess." 
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Arrived at the office of John W. James, 
Lucy at least was cordially received. 

"Lucy I" he cried, seizing both her hands. 
'What a little peach you are ! I haven't seen 
you for a long time. This is a great 
pleasure." 

"It— it must be," replied Mrs. Bostwick. 
"I wish I— we — ^felt the same way about if 

This did not sound so severe as she had 
meant that it should. She seemed — ^in spite 
of her predetermined intention to crush the 
tyrant with a look — ^to be treating the situa- 
tion in a manner good-humoredly ironic. She 
had not intended to be good-humored. She 
caught herself smiling pleasantly at James 
and felt hsTpocritical and fatuous. 

"Same old Lucy," chuckled James. "Snappy 
as ever; eh, Sam? If you had Lucy's pep 
you'd amount to something." 

He laid a friendly hand on the young man's 
shoulder. 

"Double deuce!" thought Sam resentfully. 

"Now," went on the attorney, "if Sam and 
I can be excused for a few minutes I'll see 
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Lucy afterward. You don*t mind, do you, 
Lucy?" 

"Not at all/' replied Mrs. Bostwick, en- 
deavoring to stiffen. She was small and of 
an engaging plumpness and possessed of 
brown eyes and a dimple. Her attempt to 
stiffen was not much of a success; only 
resulted in a grimace which James mistook 
for a pout, and thought most becoming. 

"Thanks," he said, and closed the door of 
his private office. His client set his teeth 
and awaited the opening gun. 

"Got your envelope?" 

Sam passed it over. 

"Cash account?" 

The victim produced a small book and sur- 
rendered it glumly. James added up the 
entries rapidly. 

"Got four cents?" 

Sam extended his hand, palm upward, 
exhibiting four pennies. 

"Books balance. Petty cash O. K" 

The little man briskly clipped an end from 
Sam's envelope and counted the contents. 
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*TMQyX* lie cried, seizing both hands, ''What a little 
peach you are." 
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^'Sixty. Now, Sam, if that money didn't 
belong to your creditors it would look pretty 
fine, wouldn^t it?" 

''Oh, boy I But now It looks like stage 
money," 

^'Exactly. As for its doing you any good, 
I suppose it seems hopeless. Now, if only 
ten dollars of it belonged to your creditors 
the remaining fifty would be well worth 
while, eh?'' 

'Don't kid me, John!" 

*Tm not kidding you. We'll just set aside 
ten dollars and call the fifty yours — ^well, the- 
oretically anyhow. Fifty dollars a week is 
twenty-six hundred a year. What would 
you do with it?" 

"Live on it, of course." 

'TBut you haven't lived on sixty, Sam." 

"On account of the confounded bills," 

**Nonsense ! It's on account of your idiotic 
improvidence. You say now you can live on 
fifty a week. What would you do with the 
money?" 

"Why, buy food and clothes and milk and 
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ie^— well, what under the twinkling stars do 
you think I'd do with it? Get a steam 
yachtr 

"Something equally foolish, Fve no doubt. 
How much of it would you save?" 

"Aw, John, don't talk like a piece of 
cheese! We couldn't save ansrthing on fifty 
a week; but just as soon as I get another 
raise I intend to save ten per cent, of my 
salary regularly. I believe in saving — ^when 
a chap can afford it, of course." 

"Oh, you really do? That's encouraging, 
because you're going to start saving right 
now. Here!" 

James counted out fifteen dollars. 

"What's that for?" queried Sam. 

"Savings-bank account. Start it to-mor- 
row morning. Hereafter you add fifteen 
dollars each week. Great Scott I Believe in 
saving? You bet your sweet life you believe 
in saving — ^if you know what's good for you !" 

Sam eyed the fifteen dollars, then looked 
up with a puzzled frown. 

"I don't get you. Ten dollars goes to pay 
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bills and fifteen into the bank. What the 
dickens do you think Lucy and I and the kid 
are going to live on? Faith? You're crazy P 

''Lucy and the kid and you are going to 
live on thirty-five dollars a week until 
further notice." 

''But, John, have a little sense! How can 
I save fifteen a week and make any headway 
paying my debts? Lord knows ten dollars 
a week isn't a drop in the bucket! Why, 
that would take over four hundred weeks — 
more than eight years." 

"Quite so ! Nevertheless it's the only way. 
The fifteen a week in the bank is what I call 
a desperate necessity. You haven't any 
money — ^neither has Lucy. Suppose you 
were to be taken sick to-night — ^perhaps die? 
What would become of your family?" 

Sam groaned that he'd be darned if he 
knew. 

"Of course you haven't any insurance.** 

"I had, but it lapsed. Anyhow, Fm 
healthy." 

"And cock-sure. You're the sort of chap 
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who gets it in the neck when he's least ex- 
pecting it. You take out two thousand 
dollars of insurance right off*"* 

''Say, John, you were going ta help me get 
out of debt, and now you tell me to do things 
that cripple me worse than ever/* 

''My dear, foolish, thick-headed fellow, 
haven't you brains enough to see that youVe 
absolutely got to provide first for your fam- 
ily? You're to keep on saving the fifteen a 
week until you have several hundred dollars 
set aside. Do it in Lucy's name, too. That's 
a sacred duty — creditors or no creditors." 

"Oh, of course that sounds all right and it 
is all right, too. But when you tell me I'm 
to pay more than forty-four hundred dollars 
at the rate of ten a week I have to laugh — or 
I would if I didn't feel so much like bursting 
into tears." 

"But in a year you'll have paid five hun- 
dred and twenty dollars. That's something, 
isn't it? I noticed you thought it was quite 
a neat sum when you asked me for it the 
other night. And let me tell you» if Vd let 
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you hate it you would have owed just as 
much a year from now as you owe to-day, 
plus what you borrowed from me. You won't 
admit it, but deep in your heart you know it. 
So even if you only catch up five hundred 
dollars this year you'll be actually one thou- 
sand dollars better off than you would have 
been if I'd let you go your own asinine way." 

'TTou're a wonderful figurer, Doctor James. 
As a financier you'd make a nifty chess 
player — one move every four weeks. Mean- 
while, what are my starving creditors going 
to do — ^tome?" 

"Nothing. That's where my assistance 
counts. You and Lucy will disburse the ten 
a week in the way you see fit, spreading it out 
as thin as possible. If any of the said starv- 
ing creditors set up a roar refer 'em to me — 
that's all. And you live on thirty-five a 
week." 

"Gosh! It can't be done." 

**We11 see. That's up to Lucy. She gets 
the thirty-five anyhow. You get whatever 
fihe chooses to allow you." 
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''What? Don't I have the handling of my 
own money?" 

"You do not! As a handler of money you 
are at present a hopeless failure. Any one 
who would trust you with a ten-dollar bill 
ought to be imprisoned for cruelty to cur- 
rency. Sam, let's be serious a moment. 
Why didn't you go to war?" 

Bostwick winced and flushed. 

"I had a wife and boy dependent on me, 
didn't I?" 

"Didn't you want to go ?" 

"Didn't I though!" 

"Lucy beg you not to?" 

"No, by George! She'd have been proud 
to have me go. She'd have made any sacri« 
flee." 

"So if you'd had a few thousand dollars 
laid by you could have gone; and when your 
boy got old enough to ask you what you did 
to help smash the Hun you wouldn't have 
needed to evade and excuse." 

"Oh, John, for God's sake, don't!" 

Sam turned an agonized face toward h|s 
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tormentor, but the latter went ruthlessly on: 
"You'd have made a good soldier, a good 
officer. Your country needed you. Yet 
because you had crippled yourself with debts 
and improvidence you weren't able to answer 
Here 1' when the call came. Buy any bonds ?" 

"Yes, I did — a few; but I had to sell 'em 
and get back the pajonents I'd made to — ^to 
pay pressing bills." 

"You're a hot citizen of these United 
States, Sam. Yet the tough part of it is that 
you wanted to be a good American. Your 
impulses were all right. Lord, what a lesson 
it ought to be to you ! But we won't say any 
more about that. You're going to make a 
new start." 

"If I only could I But on fhirty-five dollars 
a week — ^ifs impossible!" 

"Sam, you don't talk sense. Do you know 
how many families there are in this country 
whose income is less than two thousand a 
year from all sources ?" 

"How should I know that?" 

"One of the big banks had the figures com- 
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piled. Of course, they're only approximate^ 
but they will serve. Twenty-one milHon 
families — ninety-one per cent, of the popula- 
tion of the United States — ^manage to scraps 
along on an average income of less than two 
thousand dollars. Now thirty-five a week is 
eighteen hundred and twenty a year. Do you 
mean to tell me you can't do so weU as the 
vast majority of the ninety-one per cent.? 
That's nearly the entire population. Is this 
a nation of paupers?" 

Sam shook his head, overwhelmed by sheer 
weight of evidence. 

"There are lots of men employed where you 
are who work for that amount or less. Are 
they poverty-stricken?" 

"They're not all festooned with prosperity 
medals." 

"No ? Well, a big proportion of them keep 
out of debt and save money — ^you can gamble 
on that. Savings-banks are supported by 
wage earners. If they had to depend for 
deposits on five-thousand-dollar men they'd 
fare slim." 
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Sam expressed a dubious intention of 
sitting down with Lucy and seeing what 
could be done. 

**One thing you must do at once/' said John 
W. "Fix up matters with your Uncle Marcus 
Freedom." 

'*How?'' 

^'Figure out how much interest you are in 
arrears on your two-thousand-dollar note. 
Make a new note and add the accrued inter- 
est to the face and pay your uncle regular 
interest on the newnote at, say, five per cent. 
a year, payable quarterly. That will call for 
about two dollars a week, leaving you eight 
dollars of the ten allotted for your old bills. 
However, it relieves the total amount of your 
indebtedness of about two thousand dollars, 
so that your eight dollars will take care of 
the balance in less than six years. Doubt- 
less if you keep the interest paid up your 
uncle will be lenient with you about the prin- 
cipal, which you can take care of when you 
have satisfied those of your creditors who 
won't be so complacent." 
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"Do you think he'd stand for it?'' 

'TTou write him a letter and explain your 
situation. I'll drop him a line, too. I know 
Marcus pretty well, and if he hadn't been a 
good scout he'd never have been so decent as 
he has been. He's entitled to a return on his 
money." 

*'That will help some," said Sam with 
dubious cheerfulness, from which he immedi* 
ately lapsed into a depression deeper than 
ever. "How are we going to live on thirty- 
five a week?" 

"Go on out and send Lucy in to see me/' 
replied John W. James. 

Forty minutes later Mr. and Mrs. Bost- 
wick were walking soberly to the station and 
their suburban train. They were both very 
solemn and for a time quite without words. 
Cars that would have whisked them on their 
way — ^for a nickel each — ^jangled past, but 
neither suggested riding. 

"Lord, Luce, wasn't it awful?" finally be- 
wailed Sam. "Isn't he a terror?" 

Lucy didn't answer immediately. Then to 
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Sam's utter horror she said: ^'He's a perfect 
dearr 

"What's that?" 

^He's splendid ! Of course, it seems dread- 
ful — ^what he said to us and what we're 
obliged to do. I don't see yet how it's 
possible ; but it must be. I think Mr. James 
is — ^is — an angel." 

"Awful hard-boiled angel !" 

"But, Sam, we can do what he says. We 
can! We can! Please, Sammy boy, say we 
can." 

"All right. I'll say we can— if that helps 
you any; but of course we can't." 

"Yes, we can, Sam. I know it. Come on, 
the train leaves in five minutes; we'll have to 
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John W. James had given Lucy forty-five 
dollars of Sam's pay, which included the ten 
to be used in paying old bills. Sam had the 
fifteen intended for the savings-bank. 

"Here, honey," he said, **you take it and 
open your own account." 

"All right," answered Lucy briskly. "You 
get a dollar every morning and you're to 
bring me home whatever you have left each 
day. And Tve put you up some sandwiches 
and an apple so you won't have to buy any 
lunch. I've often heard you say your lunches 
made you sleepy in the afternoon, but I guess 
this won't." 

Sam submitted to these rulings with as 
good grace as he could muster. 

"Who's the lucky creditor that draws eight 
dollars this week?" he asked. "Let's split 
it eight ways and shake numbers in a hat to 
see which of the mob get a dollar apiece." 

'*5Sre*ll see to-night what we'd better do. To- 
54 
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1 
morrow will be Sunday, so we'll have some 
time to make up our budget/', 

'1 just can't wait,'' jeered Sam, and ran for 
his train. 

Lucy began to sing. She had in her pos- 
session fifty-nine dollars and sixteen cents — 
a fabulous sum. And of this thirty-four 
dollars was to be administered according to 
her best judgment for the upkeep of the 
Bostwick family. It was characteristic of 
Lucy that she immediately made up her mind 
to do it for thirty-three. The currency looked 
mighty good as she sat at the little desk in 
her room planning what she would do with it. 

Suddenly she stopped singing and her 
heart sank, for she remembered a duty which 
must be performed. It related to Fanna the 
Finn, who had to be dismissed — ^and Fanna 
hadn't had a cent for five weeks. 

Now she heard the substantial tread of 
Fanna on the stairs. Somewhere in a book 
Lucy had read that the Finns were a belli- 
cose people. What was it they were called — 
; warlocks 7 Lucy did not know what a warlock 
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looked like — ^unless Fanna happened to be 
one. She decided it would be just as well 
not to fire Fanna until after the beds had 
been made. 

But Fanna had something on her mind, for 
she marched straight up to Lucy and stood 
at attention. 

"Well, Fanna?" queried Lucy kindly but 
firmly — exteriorly speaking. 

The Finnish woman made a series of 
sounds that resembled a Bolshevik mass 
meeting. 

"Oh!" said Lucy coldly. "Do you think 
that's a nice way to treat me after all Mr. 
Bostwick and I have done for you?" 

Fanna opened the chute and let slide an- 
other burst of Finnish eloquence. 

"Well, I certainly think you should have 
given me at least a week's notice. Tnx very 
much disappointed in you, Fanna. It seems 
hardly honorable. I'm not sure it's legal. 
Certainly you are not entitled to an extra 
week's pay. You have five weeks due you 
now, but you'll have to see Mr. James about 
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that. He's our lawyer and handles all such 
matters." 

"Forty-two dollar f eef ty cent/' said Fanna. 

'Tfou'll have to see Mr. James at this ad- 
dress/' returned Lucy, handing Fanna a pen- 
ciled slip. 

Fanna looked puzzled, not a little awed. 
She wasn't at all clear and it took Lucy fully 
an hour to make even a tiny ray of daylight 
penetrate the Finn's comprehension. At last, 
however, ,Lucy saw her stump off down the 
walk, toting a huge extension valise of alien 
parentage. 

Mrs. Bostwick called Mr. James on the tele- 
phone and explained that in sending Fanna 
to him she had done exactly as he had di- 
rected in the matter of handling creditors. 
Mr. James acknowledged that she had. 

But when he hung up the receiver he re- 
marked: "Good lord! How the devil can 
I explain to a wild-eyed Finn the advantage 
of waiting six years for her money over forc- 
ing the debtor into immediate bankruptcy? 
Looks to me as if I were stung." 
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He counted out forty-two dollars ima a lialf 
and gave it to a clerk. 

"If a lady representative of the soviet gov- 
ernment comes in here with blood in her 
eye/' he directed, "give her this and get a 
receipt. I'm going to catch my train for the 
golf club.*' 

On his way to the Grand Central he 
chuckled. 

"She's a snappy one. Darned if she didn't 
put it across that time." 

In the meanwhile Lucy resumed her sing- 
ing. She had saved the cost of giving the 
Finn a week's notice. She moved about the 
house cheerfully, making little exclamations 
that expressed varying sorts of emotion. An 
observer would have decided that on the 
whole she was pretty contented. 

This being Saturday the office closed at 
noon. Sam stayed at his desk long enough 
to bolt his sandwiches. There was no Ixain 
until one forty-five, which was too late to 
get him home for luncheon. 

Dam it» eating a la wop-in-fhg-stciBiiily 
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wasn't going to be any fun I He liked to go 
with the bunch to some good restaurant. A 
chap was entitled to a decent lunch. He won- 
dered what the fellows would think. Sam 
was fated soon to learn that wondering what 
people would think caused a good deal of silly 
extravagance. 

When he dropped off the train at Rose- 
fields he marched stiffly up the slope from 
the station, ignoring the club. It had been 
his habit to stop in at the club on Saturday 
afternoons, sometimes to play tennis, some- 
times to remain indoors and shoot a few 
games of Kelly. Sam was not an accom- 
plished pool player, but he could sign checks 
with consununate skill. His house charges 
were thirty-five or forty dollars a month. 

"We have to have some relaxation," he ex- 
plained. "We don't keep a motor, which would 
cost us twice as much." 

This was Sam's idea of saving money. If 
he saved thirty dollars in this way he ought 
to have belonged to ten clubs and saved three 
hundred — as John James took occasion to 
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point out during a subsequent discussion of 
the Bostwick family finances. 

On this particular Saturday Sam found his 
wife swathed in an apron and with a cloth 
bound round her hair. She was equipped 
with the implements of house cleaning and 
had a large spot of smut on the side of her 
nose. 

''What in the world?" demanded Sam. 
"Fanna out?" 

"Gone!" 

"Really? Say, Luce, you don't mean to 
say you discharged her!" 

"No, I was going to, but she resigned on 
the ground that she wouldn't work in a house 
where she got no pay and the head of the 
family took his lunch to work in his pocket." 

"But how about her back wages?" 

"I followed directions and sent her to John 
James." 

"Let him worry!" said Sam. **But, honey, 
you'll have to get another maid right away. 
You can't keep house without one, and take 
care of the duke and everything." 
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"Is that so? There are twenty-one million 
of us. I'm as smart as most of the twenty 
million nine hundred and ninety-nine thous- 
and nine hundred and ** 

"But your health— you'll break down. 
You're not strong enough." 

"You'll see! And goodness gracious, this 
is the dirtiest house! Every maid we've had 
has been worse than the others, and I must 
confess I've let things go terribly. Now I'm 
going to have a regular orgy of cleaning." 

Sam looked doubtful; loafed about half an 
hour trying to read a magazine; obviously 
felt more and more dissatisfied with himself. 
At length he disappeared up-stairs, but re- 
turned after a few minutes in his oldest 
clothes and sheepishly offered Lucy his as- 
sistance. In less than five minutes he was 
cleaning rugs in the back yard. He hoped 
Bill Morrison wouldn't see him. 

Morrison lived next door. He had recently 
bought a new car costing eighteen hundred 
dollars. The Morrisons kept a girl and be- 
longed to the dub. Of course Bill got ten 
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thousand a year, but he didn't know that Sam 
was only a sixty-doUar-a-week man, and Sam 
had no intention that he should. 

Nevertheless Sam had by this time realized 
much of the truth of John James' arsruments. 
That twenty-one million families made an im- 
pression on him. Why, as James had said, 
comparatively few in his own place of em- 
ployment got more than thirty-five a week 
and of course a great many drew much less. 
Yet the office had registered one hundred 
per cent, on three out of five of the big loans. 

If they could do it he and Lucy could do 
it. Lucy was so dog-goned cheerful too, rat- 
tling about and singing little snatches of 
song, stopping every few minutes to jolly 
along the duke, who played contentedly in his 
baby-yard in the living-room. 

"Aw, Luce, whatta you want to be so jovial 
for?" asked Sam. "I guess you don't realize 
we've got to grub like this for the next ten 
years." 

"Fiddlesticks! Mr. James says ** 

She checked herself in midspeech. 
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"do on, go on! What did that nut say?" 

^'Nothing. At least nothing I can repeat. 
He's a wonderful man/' 

"Wonderful grandmother! He must have 
talked to you a whole lot different from the 
way he threw the prong into me." 

Presently Sam shook his grouch, peeled 
the potatoes for dinner, made his particular 
kind of salad dressing and played with the 
duke. When dinner was ready his appetite 
was quite as good as if he had exercised with 
a racket instead of a carpet beater. 

*Tou look terrible sweet," he told his wife. 
Her cheeks were flushed, her brown eyes 
shining. 

"I think it's fun— just like camping out. 
Now we can have some privacy — ^without a 
girl constantly at our elbows. And when 
there's something you especially like you 
don't have to divide it with the maid." 

"Guess I've been dividing about everything 
with her. There ought to be a big difference 
in our provision bills." 

"A girl like Fanna costs a family about a 
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thousand dollars a year, counting wages, 
foody breakage and — ^worst of all — ^wastage. 
They waste food, coal, gas, electricity and 
everjrthing else. They destroy dishes and 
smash furniture, wear out the rugs, lose 
small things like napkins, handkerchiefs and 
towels and dump the silverware into the gar- 
bage can." 

"Some indictment, honey! It's a wonder 
this house has any roof." 

"I'm not going to deal with old Silas Brown 
any more than I can help," announced Lucy. 
"His prices are outrageous and we've been 
letting him rob us right and left just because 
we could run a bill with him." 

"Kind of tough on old Si— to use him as 
long as he gave us credit and shake him 
when we begin paying cash." 

"Why, Sam Bostwick, how silly! We've 
paid that old cheat hundreds and hundreds 
of dollars. Now I'm going over to the mar- 
kets myself and see what I'm getting before 
I buy it. No more telephone orders for me. 
And thank goodness a little money on hand 
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makes me free of Silas Brown's clutches at 
last!" 

**WhatTI you do with the duke when you 
go shopping?" 

'Take him with me in his gocart and bring 
back my packages that way." 

''Fine! I can see the duke's little old bean 
sticking out of a pile of green com and 
breakfast food and legs of mutton and things. 
Hey, duke, mother's going to keep a pig and 
a goat in the back yard and save milk bills !" 

Sam wasn't so jovial late that night after 
trying to budget the family expenses on the 
new basis. They cut and pruned, but the 
budget simply wouldn't budge below twenty- 
seven hundred. 

"Good lord! We've got to keep up a sem- 
blance of decenqr. We can't go round look- 
ing like scarecrows. Folks won't respect us 
if we act as if we were down and out." 

"They respect us still less when we owe 
every one. Besides, Mr. James says any one 
who can't live inside a small income won't 
do any better with a larger one." 
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"What's he talking about? Couldn't we 
live well and save money if I got a hundred 
a week? We could — and keep a car, too." 

"Don't you think I'd better get his advice 
about the budget?" 

**Yes, if he thinks he knows so much about 
what it costs to live let him point out how we 
can do any better. He makes me think of 
an old maid telling a married neighbor how to 
bring up her kids." 

The next Saturday afternoon Sam put on 
his old clothes again and cleaned the cellar. 

"There's three dollars Angelo won't get," 
he exulted. He was as proud as he was dirty. 

"Aren't you tired?" asked his wife solicit- 
ously. "Never mind, he's going up-stairs and 
take a nice bath and get all slicked up and 
Lucy'U have something he likes for dinner." 

"Bill Morrison invited me to play golf to- 
day," grieved Sam, hungry for sympathy. "I 
think I deserve something good to eat. I'm 
considerable martyr — ^if any one should ask 
you." 

He trudged off up-stairs to bathe and dress. 
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Standing in front of his mirror he suddenly 

frowned and muttered: **What the " 

From a Sunday paper Lucy had cut the 
following succinct expression of a great 
man's opinion: 

*1f you want to know whether you are 
going to be a success or a failure in life you 
can easily find out. The test is simple and 
infallible. Are you able to save mone^? If 
not, drop out! You will fail as sure as you 
live. You may not think so, but you will. 
The seed of success is not in you. 

JAMES J. HILL." 

This sentiment, printed in ornamental 
tsrpe, was flanked by a picture of the rugged 
old railroad man, and Lucy had pasted it 
firmly on the glass, where Sam was bound 
to see it every time he brushed his hair or 
adjusted his tie. 

"That bird didn't get his money by sav- 
ing it," grumbled Sam. ''He made it faster 
than he could spend it." 

Nevertheless it wasn't more than a day or 
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two before Sam knew the words by heart and 
their almost brutal directness made a deeper 
dent in his consciousness than he cared to 
confess. 

Now he pawed in his drawer for a tie. He 
needed some new ones — by the looks. He'd 
seen some beauties in a Fifth Avenue window 
the day before marked two-seventy-five each 
— ^rather reasonable for Disbrow & Disbrow. 
He'd drop in and 

No, he owed Disbrow & Disbrow thirty- 
two dollars, now long overdue. Besides, he'd 
stopped buying on credit. He had a steel 
engraving of Lucy letting him have eight and 
a quarter for three ties. 

A distinct feeling of resentment possessed 
him, as if she had already refused. 

"All right, old girl," he murmured. **Just 
for that you can dry-clean and press these old 
ones." 

Nevertheless he went down-stairs in a good 
humor. 

"I guess I made aU of six dollars this morn- 
ing," he chortled, "counting what I don't 
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have to pay the guinea and about three dol- 
lars' worth of junk I piled one side for the 
rags-and-bot' man/' 

"Fine, honey r 

"I saw some awfully good-looking ties at 
Disbrow & Disbrow's marked at two-seventy- 
five." 

"But there's a sale of men's furnishings at 
Steess Brothers ; you can get very nice ties 
for sixty-nine cents." 

Just as he had thought. By George, for 
the first time since his marriage Lucy held 
the family purse strings! It was annoying 
not to buy what he wanted when it was his 
money — only, dam it, why not be a sport 
and give the girl a show? She couldn't mud- 
dle things any worse than he had done. 

But the idea of going to Steess' department 
store for ties was odious. None of his inti- 
mates would think of such a thing. 

So he said: "I guess maybe I don't really 
need any. I ought to get along with what 
I've got." 

"Poor old Sammy boy! Did he work offle 
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hard and did his mean old scrungey wife 
treat him like a stepchild? Well, never mind! 
Lucy'U fix up his ties and bimeby he'll be so 
rich he can have all he wants — ^grea' big hun- 
dred-dollar ones 'n' ever*fing." 
''Chump r* remarked Sam, but he grinned. 
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The things John James did to the Bost- 
wick budget made Sam and Lucy squirm — 
especially Sam. Somehow, now that the die 
was cast, Lucy seemed the more philosophic 

"But, John," protested Sam, * Ve can't pos- 
sibly get along without a telephone. You 
might as well ask us to do without a chim- 
ney." 

"Even chimneys are not absolutely essen-^ 
tial to life. However, I won't ask you to dis- 
pense with yours. As for a telephone, in an 
emergency there's the drug store." 

"But, John, what will our friends think?" 

**That you don't feel you can afford a tele- 
phone. Let 'em think so. Sam, can't I beat 
it into that impervious dome that you're up 
against it? Your situation is critical. Your 
whole future depends upon the way you 
handle yourself now. You're more than 
thirty, therefore not young any more. You 
may think you are, but your habits erd 
formed— crystallized 
71 
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^'Unless you realize that, there is no hope 
for you, and when you do realize it my work 
will be two-thirds done. You must get out 
of debt by your own efforts and Lucy's and 
become a man in the process. There is no 
possible sacrifice too great, and it seems to 
me — ^when I consider what is at stake — ^your 
pride ought to count for very little." 

The abandonment of a telephone was only 
one example of the lawyer's radical revision 
of the Bostwick budget. Two-thirds of the 
family clothing allowance went by the board. 

''Buy cheaper things and take care of 
them/' said the lawyer. ''Shop carefully and 
select for utility rather than style. Never 
mind if you don't look quite so prosperous. 
Fve heard a good deal of bunk about the ad- 
vantage of stacking up like a million dollars; 
but remember, people don't expect so much 
of you when your clothes are merely respect- 
able rather than smart. I know it'll hurt, 
but you won't suffer a fraction compared to 
the agony of ultimate failure and abject 
poverty/- 
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Afterward when Sam and Lucy took the 
frail ghost of what now seemed to have been 
a luxurious and opulent budget back to Rose- 
fields Mr. Bostwick stated that he was 
blamed if he would stand it. But Mrs. Bost- 
wick bore up quite well and attempted a 
feeble joke or two — ^which failed utterly to 
amuse Sam. 

"You're too all-fired chipper for a pauper," 
he grumbled. 

Lucy's cheerfulness was nevertheless eas- 
ily explained. Carrjring the financial respon- 
sibility for the family suited her to a T. She 
was naturally capable and managing. Her 
husband had heretofore expected her to de- 
pend upon him, accept his judgment and not 
worry about a few bills. He said every one 
owed bills — ^more or less. Any merchant 
would tell you the richer people were the 
longer they took to settle their accounts. The 
only way to keep out of debt is to make more 
money than you need. 

By the time Lucy had awakened to the 
sophistry of Sam*a reasoning her hands were 
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fettered by obligations. The lower-priced 
stores dealt only for cash^ Lucy knew she 
paid a big premium for her credit, yet she 
never had money enough on hand to gain the 
advantage of cash purchases. 

In the matter of groceries, for example, 
there were many kinds of canned foods, bot- 
tled goods, soaps and other supplies that she 
could buy by the dozen or case at a discount. 
Instead she was obliged to buy a can of peas, 
a package of washing powder at a time. She 
was always reminded of the old woman who 
stated the unalterable law of economics: 
"Them as has— gits:' 

Sam's slipshod improvidence was bound to 
taint his wife's reactions. She loved him and 
approved of him. He was like a telescope 
through which she viewed life — ^but with her 
eye applied to the wrong end. The day of 
reckoning always looked three or four times 
as far off as it really was^ To her husband 
the simplest solution of the problem of debt 
was to borrow enough from one source to pay 
every one else and then let the loan run until 
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he should strike his gait as an earner, when, 
of course, he would pay it. The time of this 
delectable settlement was visualized but haz- 
ily in his dreams as a thing which the future 
was holding gratuitously in store for him. 
Lucy wiUy-nilly had come to accept these 
views, discredited though they were by sensi- 
ble people and long since cast out from the 
curriculum of the school of experience. 

Now all this was changed, first through the 
lucidity of John James' explanation of a few 
fundamental economic principles and second 
by Lucy's control of the exchequer. 

Lucy owned a substantial equity in the 
Bostwick home, which she and Sam had 
bought with the proceeds of Lucy's legacy 
from her mother — about six thousand dol- 
lars. The interest on the mortgage and the 
taxes amounted to considerably less than it 
would have cost them to rent an equally 
desirable dwelling. This, James told them, 
was lucky, though if they'd had sense they 
would have put the house into a building and 
loan association and started to pay off the 
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encumbrance as soon as they bought the 
property. Lucy now cherished an ambition 
to adopt some such plan. 

The handling of that thirty-five dollars a 
week was tremendously stimulating, and she 
became rigidly systematic. Every Monday 
she knew to within a dollar or two just what 
she was going to do with her money all that 
week. Frequently she consulted the debt 
doctor, whose advice she regarded in the light 
of permission. First making up her mind 
what she ought to do, she submitted her 
procedure for his decision. When he vindi- 
cated her judgment she was jubilant, when 
he disapproved she was satisfied with his 
reasons. And her constant inspiration was 
found in progress made. 

Sam sulked a good deal for some time, but 
he was sport enough to stand the gaff. He 
paid his tailor five dollars on account and 
went round the comer to a clothing shop, 
where be bought a ready-made suit for about 
a third the price of the tailor-made. Sam 
imagined he looked like a hick in it, though it 
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really fitted very well. There was a certain 
satisfaction in its being paid for, and Sam 
hung up the coat and waistcoat scrupulously 
each night and pressed the trousers himself. 
He told Lucy he couldn't afford to let the 
blooming thing lose* what little shape it did 
have. 

The Bostwicks now rose half an hour 
earlier and prepared breakfast together. 
Lucy found she burned less than half the 
amount of gas each month that Fanna and 
Bridget and Mina had used. The couple con- 
spired still further to cut down costs. They 
studied tables of food values and applied the 
knowledge in daily practise. This experi- 
mentation they found rather good fun, as 
Sam was willing to admit, but all the features 
of their economic system were not so 
pleasant. 

Imagine his feelings when, having awak- 
ened one morning to a sense of aloneness, he 
slipped on gown and slippers and after a brief 
search discovered his spouse bent over a 
steaming tub, her face pink, her plump 
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shoulders movinsr briskly up and down as she 
maltreated one of his nightshirts against the 
corrugated surface of a washboard. 

Horror-stricken, Sam stood and stared. 

"Lucy V* he cried. "Are you plumb noodly ? 
Has poverty driven you out of your mind? 
What are you doing?" 

"Can't you see, silly? Tm plajring tennis 
for the championship of the Sahara Desert. 
Go away! Go back to bed! You need your 
sleep.** 

"Gimme that thing!'* demanded Sam, indi- 
cating the sudsy nightshirt. 

"I won't!" 

Sam took forcible possession of the gar- 
ment and began rubbing it on the board. 

"Say, Luce, that's not half bad. My 
waistband's been getting sort of tight lately. 
Wouldn't wonder if this would keep me from 
developing a bay window." 

"One thing's sure," rejoined tiicy. *Tm 
all through paying Mrs. O'Brien two dollars 
and a half every w^el^ t9V doin^ our yrwMng 
and ironing." 
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**But, honey, that's absurd. YouVe got to 
draw the line somewhere. It really isn't done, 
you know/* 

'It's going to be done in the Bostwick 
family. I'm strong and well." 

Sam sighed. 

"All right," he said. 'Til get up and help 
you." 

Together they completed the washing, 
rinsed and blued it, and Sam turned the 
wringer. Lucy refused to permit Sam to 
help her hang it on the line in the back yard. 

"You carry the basket out for me and I'll 
have 'em up in a jiffy — and it's not six o'clock 
yet. None of the neighbors are about. But 
if any one happened to see Mr. Samuel T. 
Bostwick hanging out the family washing 
we'd be ruined." 

Sam allowed himself to be thus persuaded 
without much difficulty. He got a good 
start for the office, accomplished a big day's 
work and came home to help Lucy with the 
ironing — a thing he did rather awkwardly. 
By eleven o'clock it was finished and the 
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triumphant economists were so tired they 
could scarcely get up-stairs. Next morning 
Sam groaned from lameness. 

"Oh, why didn't we drift along comfortably 
and owe people? I don't see the advantage 
of getting out of debt into a wheel chair or 
a home for aged couples. Fm too valuable 
a man to offer up on the altar of Mammon at 
my age. Say, a race that could produce as 
many laundrymen as the Chinese must be 
pretty hardy. If they ever get going let the 
white man beware. Yellow peril is right.'* 

Deep inside he was proud of his spunk. It 
wasn't a thing to brag about, of course — ^but 
by golly! It took sand to pile out of bed at 
four o'clock every Monday morning, espe- 
cially when the days were short and the 
dawns cheerlessly cold. Sam and Lucy 
continued the practise for a long time, though 
it was the first thing they discontinued when 
— ^but that is anpther story. 

Lucy, distributing each week among their 
creditors the appropriation set aside for the 
purpose, watched the sum total of their in- 
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debtedness dwindle slowly, slowly — but 
systematically. In fifteen weeks she gained 
one hundred and sixty-five dollars, having 
managed to cut the family budget another 
three dollars. Unde Marcus Freedom had 
had his first quarter's interest, too. Sam 
Bostwick had taken out a two-thousand- 
dollar straight life policy. 

By John James' advice Lucy took care of 
the smaller bills first. 

"If a man sues you for ten dollars/' he said, 
'lie can make you as much trouble as some 
one to whom you owe three hundred. Clean 
up the little ones and refer the big ones 
to me." 

But the thing that brought the Bostwicks 
the greatest encouragement of all was the 
constant accumulation in the savings-bank, 
now more than two hundred dollars, and 
steadily growing. 

Often after a hard day (iUcy would get ber 
bank book and add up the neat entries just 
for the fun of the thing. It was always 
fifteen dollars more each week. Money, real 
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money — and theirs ! It had never happened 
before in that family. 

''Sammy/' said Lucy» ''do you realize that 
at the end of the year the interest on our first 
six months' savings will amount to half a 
week's payment to the bank?" 

"By George, that's so!" 

"And the second year's interest on the first 
year's savings amounts to more than two 
weekly pajrments?" 

"You don't say!" , 

There were so many enticing ways to 
visualize the accruement of interest. They 
would sit with pencil and paper and figure 
out what would happen under varying condi- 
tions in five, seven, ten years. They would 
calculate to a penny how much they would 
have when the duke was ready for college. 

Sam learned with a gasp of surprise that 
in ten years the fifteen dollars a week would 
amount to between nine and ten thousand 
dollasrs, compounding the interest at the low 
rate of four per cent. 
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**So," supplemented Lucy, "if we can live 
within any fixed weeldy amount we choose 
to name we can always control our relation 
of savings to expense. That's the thing that 
will enable us to get the full advantage of 
your next raise in salary/' 

*'If I ever get one." 

'The best part of it," went on Lucy, "is in 
doing it together." 

This remark revealed unndstakably that 
Lucy — ^the practical — ^was not the less femi- 
nine and sentimental withal. She was looking 
well ; not quite so plump as formerly perhaps, 
but very fit. 

Sam, eating his frugal lunch of sandwiches 
day after day, ceased to worry about the 
tightness of his waistband. He was no longer 
the office Beau Brummell. Of course, he was 
in a measure ashamed, and more or less 
avoided the bunch. They were always 
matching quarters or pulling off impromptu 
poker games. Sam was a rotten poker 
player, but in the past that had not prevented 
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his sitting in for an occasional evening. Ndw 
he ducked all games of chance. 

''Old Sam's gone and sewed fishhooks in his 
pockets," was the conmient "'S matter, 
Sam? Gettin' ready for a hard winter?" 

But the bunch were not the only ones who 
noticed the change in Bostwick. The chief 
of his division, in discussing with one of the 
higher-ups the various men in the organiza- 
tion who could be relied upon, said: 

"There's Bostwick. He's sobered down a 
lot in the last few months— doesn't try to pull 
so much of that Fifth Avenue stuff. Thrifty 
bird, too. Brings his lunch to the office in- 
stead of loafing an hour or so round a pool 
table. That boy's feet are on the ground. 
His work interests him more than it does 
most of the bunch." 

This was true for two reasons. First, Sam 
had come to realize what more pay would 
mean ; and second, he wasn't worried to death 
about debts, so he could keep his mind on his 
work. From sifting ashes and doing odd 
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jobs round the house, cleaning the walks and 
scrubbing the family linen he got a consid- 
erable amount of exercise. This he supple- 
mented with daily sessions with a pair of 
light dumb-bells. 

Consequently his brain functioned better 
and faster. He now discovered new fascina- 
tions in his business, and two or three nights 
a week took home reports or technical books 
to study. He wanted that raise. Formerly 
he had felt it to be his inherent right, not 
because he was worth so much more to the 
company, but just in the nature of things. 
Seniority was enough, he had believed. 
; Now he knew it wasn't enough. More than 
a year had passed since his last raise. Had 
he been Ijring down on the job? Looking 
back, he felt that he had approached his work 
each day listlessly — as if it were a burden. 
It dawned on him that he had been lucky not 
to be dismissed. 

He was sure he was worth more than sixty 
a week now. No doubt he'd get it in time — 
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if not in his present position, Somewhere else. 
By George, how he did need more money! 
He wanted to see that fund in the bank swell 
faster; and more than that, he wanted to 
please Lucy. 
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The Bostwick9 had no very clear idea of 
what John James was doing to keep trouble- 
some creditors pacified. The lawyer insisted 
on an accounting every week, and got it. He 
looked with approval on Sam's ready-made 
suit. He also approved unreservedly of Lucy, 
whom he regarded as the brains of the firm* 
This indorsement he expressed in a letter to 
Sam's Uncle Marcus Freedom, in which he 
expounded at some length his views of the 
system of retail credits by which it was pos- 
sible for unthinking young persons to lay the 
firm foundations of disgrace and failure. 

**It isn't altogether the fault of a boy 
brought up like Sam. I'm applying heroic 
treatment and he's really showing a lot of 
sand. But so long as retailers will trust 
almost any one for ansrthing, from a package 
of pins to an automobile, people like Sam and 
his wife are going to be ruined; and where 
Sam has been lucky enough to have some one 
take hold and yank him neck and heels ou^ 
?7 
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of the mud thousands are allowed to go mer- 
rily to the devil who might with a little 
judicious handling become successful citizens. 
But, of course, every boy hasn't the good 
fortune to pick a wife like Lucy." 

Such of the Bostwicks* creditors as were 
disposed to make trouble found themselves 
up against rather a clever worker when they 
tackled John James. Old Silas Brown, the 
Rosefields grocer, called personally as soon 
as Lucy notified him that he'd better see Mr. 
James. 

**I don't intend to stand no nonsense from 
Bostwick," he threatened. "Hirin' a slick 
lawyer to help him dodge his just debts won't 
benefit him in a court of law." 

"You're mistaken, Mr. Brown. Bostwick 
isn't trying to dodge, and I'm working quite 
as much in the interests of his creditors as 
of my client. He's already made you some 
small payments and these will go on. No 
reasonable judge is going to help you force 
into bankruptcy a young man who shows the 
disposition to pay up." 
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**We*ll see! Where'd h^ get money to hire 
a high-priced attorney?" 

'That's none of your affair. He came to me 
penniless^ and I give you my word if he has 
to go through bankruptcy his assets won't 
yield a mill on the dollar. You'd better be 
patient and let him take his time— in which 
case you'll probably be paid ultimately in full. 
That is his intention." 

"It's an outrage !" fumed the grocer. "Why, 
I've trusted that feller ever since he moved to 
Rosefieldsl" 

"Quite so. The minute you saw his furni- 
ture going in you sent your order man to his 
door. You didn't ask for references or make 
terms. You let his wife have whatever she 
wanted without question. Many times when 
she telephoned an order you supplied the 
most expensive brands you carried. Your 
derk called up every morning and urged her 
to buy. You allowed the account to grow 
without checking It at a point where they 
could easily pay It. 

"As a result you have furnished the Bost- 
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wicks with practically everything in the 
grocery line for four years. You sold them 
hundreds and hundreds of dollars' worth of 
goods, and they've paid you all but a hundred 
dollars or so. If you never got another penny 
of this debt their trade would still show you 
a good profit." 

"Now they're pajdn' cash, Mis' Bostwick 
don't come to my store. Do you call that 
right?" 

"Certainly, because you overcharge. I 
know what you're going to say. You have 
so many bad bills you have to mark up your 
prices to break even. The customers who 
pay support the dead beats. 

"You happen to have a monopoly in thfe 
neighborhood, and that's another reason why 
you profiteer. And you get sore when pru- 
dent housewives turn their backs on you and 
hop a trolley or walk to some neighborhood 
where they find cash stores and markets 
doing business on a competitive basis. 

"However, your methods are not my affahr. 
But if you sue Bostwick I shall use such ma- 
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chinery as the law provides to defend him. 
I'm rather an old bird at this game, and allow 
me to say that though the law is kind to 
creditors, it also supplies the debtor his 
remedy. Those who show the intent to deal 
fairly with their creditors will be treated 
squarely in the courts. Now what do you 
propose to do?" 

Brown guessed there wasn't anything much 
he could do, but he hoped Mr. James would 
see that Bostwick paid up as fast as possible, 
and departed unhappily. 

Two or three creditors were even more dis- 
agreeable than Brown, but James was too 
good a lawyer for them to risk defeat One 
by one they all subsided into a quiescent 
state of watchful waiting. Week by week 
Lucy reported payments made, small but 
steady, and she was always optimistically 
cheerful. 

At length reward came to the doctor of 
debtors in the shape of good news, borne by 
Mrs. Bostwick. She had left the duke in the 
care of a neighbor's daughter. 
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"Oh, Mr. James, Tm so excited!" cried 
Lucy. 

"It's very becoming," said the attorney. 

"It's wonderful! Please don't make fun 
of me. This is an important moment. Sam 
has been raised to eighty-five dollars a week 
and been given charge of a department." 

"H'm! That's very nice. Now I suppose 
he'll want my guardianship vacated, and buy^ 
a house on Fifth Avenue. Doubtless he has 
engaged a valet already." 

"Mr. James, aren't you horrid! Sam and 
I want to know how we're to allot the extra 
money." 

"Increase your budget five dollars a week, 
I should say; save another ten and set aside 
ten more for your old bills." 

"That's about what we thought, only we 
weren't going to increase the budget. We 
had about decided to set aside fifteen for the 
old bills and ten for the bank, making it fifty- 
fifty— twenty-five a week each. We get 
along very nicely on thirty-five." 

"And work yourselves — or at least you — 



Digitized by 



Google 



BOSTWICK'S BUDGET 93 

to death. I don't approve of it. You ought 
to have a maid/' 

"Nonsense, Mr. James ! Some day perhaps 
I'll have a houseful. Sam's going to be a 
millionaire, you know." 

"I have no doubt of it. Any man who 
couldn't get to be a millionaire with a wife 
like you would be an idiot. By the way, if I 
show you something very confidential will 
you promise not to tell that thick-skulled hus- 
band of yours?" 

"No !" said Lucy. "But you'd better show 
it to me anyhow." 

"It's from your uncle-in-law, Mr. Marcus 
Freedom. Listen: 

" *Dear John — ^Your report of my nephew's 
progress is quite encouraging. He ought to 
make a successful man, though I was begin- 
ning to think he would never amount to 
anything. I'd like to do something for him, 
but I don't want to hamper you or undo the 
good work already done. Let him have his 
period of discipline according to your best 
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judgment But at the end of two years from 
now, if he keeps up his payments to his cred- 
itors at not less than the present rate I will 
not only settle the unpaid balance, but cancel 
his note to me. I trust you will understand 
that in making this offer I am expressing no 
meager appreciation of the young man's 
efforts to regain his self-respect and rehabili- 
tate his character/ '' 

''Oh, Mr. James, how splendid of Unde 
Marcus t But, bless his heart, there won't be 
any unpaid balance two years from now, and 
we'll have enough in the savings-bank to take 
up his note and leave us a thousand dollars 
clear." 

"Great Scott!" cried the attorney. "I be- 
lieve you're right." 



THE END 
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